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the first-floor flat of a discreet little house in the
Rue Lord-Byron. Here were three rooms which
she had herself furnished with a heart full of
tenderness, hanging them with that celestial blue
which had formerly figured in her forgotten love-
affair with Raoul Marcien.

She found Joseph Lacrisse well-mannered, proud
and even a little shy. He was young and charm-
ing, but not exactly what she had wanted. He
was gloomy and seemed uneasy. With his frown-
ing brows and thin tightly-closed lips he would
have reminded her of Rara, had she not possessed
to the full the delightful faculty of forgetting the
past She knew that if he was anxious it was not
without cause. She knew that he was a conspirator
and that it fell to his share to hoodwink the prefect
and the chief Republicans of a very populous de-
partment ; and she knew that in this enterprise he
was risking his liberty and his life for the sake of
King and Church, It was precisely because he was
a conspirator that she had first loved him. But
now she would have liked him to be more cheerful
and more affectionate. He welcomed her warmly
enough, however, saying:

c< It is an intoxication to see you ! For the last
fortnight I have positively been walking in a starry
dream/' And he had added : " How delicious you
are I"